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I shall be a Member of Parliament/ Hearing the
laughter that this provoked, my uncle joined the
group slowly, putting his two fingers behind his ear.
' Very good I * he smiled. c Excellent I Do not you
agree, Gladstone ? ' Mr. Herbert Gladstone sniggered
assent. I felt proud of my brother for having created
so agreeable an impression and gazed at him with
admiring eyes. And then a few days later we watched
the Lady Hermione glide off to Cowes. We were left
to enjoy the Castle by ourselves.

I do not think that we behaved very well. We
would bring seaweed into the drawing-room, or engage
the tourists in conversation, or run obstacle races along
the battlements, jumping from bastion to bastion, or
roll cannon balls along the sloping passages, or hide
under Mr. Pitt's bed. My brothers (most unfor-
tunately) discovered that I was frightened of the Duke
of Wellington and would tell me that they were
constantly seeing the old gentleman sitting with his
telescope upon his little balcony, or stalking in a huge
black cape among the cannon. I confided my appre-
hensions to Miss Plimsoll. c Nonsense, dear/ she
answered, ' he has been dead these many years/
That was small comfort.

I remember also the moat garden, and the way my
mother would pick the fuchsia flowers and make
them dance together one in each hand, with their
four petals spread out like ballet skirts, their little
petunia slips beneath, and their long stamens pirouet-
ting below. Then there was the occasion when Sir
Francis and Lady Villiers with their three sons came
to spend the day with us. We walked to the railway
station to meet them. We were introduced to the